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As we were marching to the station the comrades
were singing the International, the Young Guard,
and the Red Flag, Everybody was in good spirits,
but nobody was drunk or boisterous. Among them
I saw Nicasio, who is seventeen, and Orubio, a
farm-hand from the mountains, who had a three
days' journey on foot before joining up with us.
During our first days in barracks, Orubio afforded
us much amusement: with his razor he had cut
out a sickle and hammer in his close-cropped hair.
Such a notion could only occur to a village youth.
One afternoon while I was walking down the
Avenida de la Republica beside Orubio, he sud-
denly burst into sobs without apparent reason. He
pointed to a woman who was suckling a baby while
a small girl of about two years old was hanging on
to her skirts. " Mine were just that age," he said,
" when the Fascists shot them down together with
my wife, just because she would not tell them
where I was hiding."

From that moment it was no longer possible to
laugh at Orubio's sickle and hammer. He himself
explained it in this way : "If the Fascists should
happen to catch me they will at any rate know I
am a Communist."

At the Atocha station the empty restaurant and
sleeping-cars of the international trains had been
side-tracked. Under the enormous roof only one